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^  C  ELLING  all  makes  in  one  store,  instead  of  a  store  for  each  make,  enables  us  to  sell 
*|1  ^  any  make  for  a  third  less  than  others  ask.  The  best  $40.00  Ball  Bearing  Sewing 
-'%  Machine  for  $20.00 


Penn  Sewing  Machine  Company, 


3$ 

..vP   818  Arch  Street  and  934 
J§   Girard  avenue,   Philada. 


a 


Largest  Sewing  Machine 
House  in  the  Country 


•  (« 


WILLIAM  H.  RANDALL, 

Dealer  in 

Best  Hardware  and  Cutlery, 

paints,  glass,  etc. 

Cor.  Main  and  State  Sts.,    Doylestown 


CRANE'S 
Ice  Cream  Cakes 

and  Pastry 

are  the  products  of  the  best  materials  that 

money  can  obtain,   combined  by  the 

most  skilful  workmen. 

Cream  and  Cakes  sent  by  eiprcci  to  all 
parts  of  tlie  Country, 

Only  tn«  Grade  of  Goods  made  and  that 
Is,  The  Best. 

CRANES 

1 8th  and  Filbert  Streets,  Philada. 

A.    EUGENE  LAATZ, 

Practical  Bookbinder, 

Doylestown,  Pa 


v& 


*  a 


1 


LIT  BROS,      I 

Cor.  Market,  8th>,  Filbert  and  Tt\r\.  |N 

Philadelphia 

The  UXm.  Ji  flffloon  Company, 
Nurserymen  and  Landscape  Artists, 

GLENWOOD  NURSERIES. 
Morrisville,    Buck./-  County,  Penna. 

702  Stephen  Girard  Building,  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  21  South  I2th  St. 

Shade  Trees,  Evergreens,  Flowering  Shrubs,  Herbaceous  Plants,  Vines,  Roses. 
Grown  in  large  Assortment. 


Plants  for  a  Permancy. 


PLANTS  THE  BEST. 


) 
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IDLE  HOURS  SPENT  IN  AN  IDLE    WAY. 

(After  Jerome  K.  Jerome's  "Idle  Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow.") 

BERNARD  A.  ZALINGER,   '04. 


Did  you  ever  retire  on  an  evening  before  a  holiday  with  a  thousand  and 
one  things  on  your  mind  which  you  plan  to  do  on  the  following  day. 

In  anticipation  of  an  approaching  holiday  everything  is  left  till  then  to 
be  performed,  until  you  are  appalled  at  your  propensity  for  procrastinating  for 
an  idle  holiday;  but  strange,  on  these  occasions  lots  is  attempted  but  little 
accomplished.  You  regret  that  these  days  are  not  of  forty-eight  hours'  dura- 
tion and  wish  for  once  that  six  hours  would  constitute  an  ordinary  laboring 
day,  but  you  console  yourself  with  the  thought  of  being  permitted  to  sleep 
late  the  next  morning.  How  happy  you  would  feel  if  someone  would  wake 
you  at  six  for  wo,rk,  so  as  to  give  you  the  liberty  of  replying,  "To-day  is  a 
holiday,"  or  "To-day  there  is  no  school,"  and  then  doze  off  into  a  peaceful 
slumber.     But,  alas,  this  occurs  only  when  you  have  to  toil. 

It  is  on  evenings  like  this  that  you  like  to  lie  awake  and  dream  while  the 
pale  moon  shines  through  your  window,  throwing  its  mellow  rays  over  the 
room.  You  even  arrange  in  your  mind  vision-like  and  in  a  systematic 
manner,  the  order  in  which  you  are  going  to  execute  your  many  duties  on  the 
morrow. 

All  is  quiet  while  this  battle  of  thoughts  is  going  on.  So  quiet  that  you 
can  hear  the  tick  of  the  large  clock  on  the  wall,  but  the  striking  of  the  hour 
is  like  a  shot  fired  in  an  empty  room,  so  disturbing  your  thoughts  that  you 
give  up  in  despair  this  building  of  castles  of  air. 

At  last  Morpheus  bids  you  enter  his  lair  and  after  a  restless  and  fretful 
night  you  awake  in  the  morning  and  remark  how  short  the  night  has  been 
and  how  much  you  would  give  if  you  could  only  sleep  a  few  hours  longer. 

You  half  determine  not  to  get  up  at  all,  but  when  you  think  of  the 
previous  night's  resolution  you  make  an  extra  effort  to  get  up,  which  at  best 
is  but  a  half  hearted  and  lazy  attempt  to  separate  the  head  from  the  soft  and 
comfortable  pillow. 

A  full  breakfast  works  wonders.  It  restores  your  energies,  inspires  you. 
quickens  your  thoughts,  hastens  your  step  and  sharpens  your  wit.  A  puff 
at  your  pipe  and  you  are  ready  for  work. 

What  to  do  first  is  more  easily  asked  than  answered.  There  are  letters 
to  write,  one  of  them  to  her,  which  you  have  not  answered  for  two  weeks,  but 
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you  like  to  delay  just  to  arouse  her  curiosity.  Then  there  is  that  debate  to 
prepare,  lessons  to  cram  and  trousers  to  press. 

You  start  to  write  to  her  and  are  just  in  the  midst  of  telling  her  that  she 
is  the  only  one,  etc.,  when  you  are  approached  by  the  captain  of  the  baseball 
team,  who  wants  you  to  come  and  practice.  You  start  to  give  him  a  hard  luck 
story,  but  he  is  wise  and  tells  you  he  heard  that  before  and  walks  off  mutter- 
ing something  about  loyalty  to  the  team.  On  second  thought  you  follow  him 
out  to  the  campus,  resolved  to  finish  the  letter  after  dinner. 

Fresh  air  and  the  warm  sunshine  infuse  spirit  into  you  and  soon  you  are 
absorbed  in  the  fine  points  of  the  game,  unmindful  of  your  obligations. 

Dinner  over,  you  enter  the  library,  where  you  will  be  interrupted  and 
away  from  the  noise  and  din  of  the  class  room,  and  make  another  attempt  to 
work.  But  the  book  of  a  popular  fiction  writer  catches  your  eye  and  you 
indulge  for  a  few  minutes  in  reading,  which  lapses  into  hours,  each  succeed- 
ing page  seeming  to  hold  your  interest  more  than  the  previous  ones. 

Night  falls  and  you  look  back  regretfully  at  what  time  you  have  wasted. 
Letters  remain  unanswered,  debate  not  even  attempted,  books  untouched 
and  trousers  in  the  trunk.  Another  day  gone;  another  day  spent  in  idleness, 
and  you  are  convinced  that  there  is  nothing  so  easy  to  do  as  to  do  nothing,  and 
you  lay  aside  what  you  have  not  done  for  another  idle  holiday,  and  retire  un- 
satisfied and  uneasy. 


THREE  STAGES  OF  WOMANHOOD. 

S.  A.   ROOSE,   '06. 


At  fifteen,  like  an  opening  bud, 

The  maiden  fair  is  seen; 
She'd  like  the  public  to  believe, 

That  she  is  full  eighteen. 

And  when  at  thirty  years  of  age, 
Her  course  has  nigh  been  run; 

She  wants  all  folks  to  understand, 
That  she's  but  twenty-one. 

And  when  the  time  has  rolled  away, 
And  her  girlhood  friends  are  names, 

She  has  but  seen  just  ninety  years, 
But  a  century  she  claims. 


EVELYN'S  DESPERATION. 

E.  I.  LEE,  '04. 


If  I  had  gone  abroad  when  the  leap  year  set  in  as  I  should  have  done,  and 
then  kept  my  whereabouts  a  secret,  I  would  now  be  a  happy  man.  Instead  I 
am  living  a  miserable  life  in  the  country,  far  from  the  haunts  of  human  habi- 
tation. I  am  a  wronged  man,  a  despised  man.  But  still  amid  all  this  suffer- 
ing and  the  monotony  which  accompanies  solitary  confinement,  I  am  follow- 
ing out  my  chosen  profession,  that  of  an  artist. 


) 


THE  GLEANER. 


Since  I  arrived  here  two  months  ago,  I  have  conceived  many  bright  and 
novel  ideas  for  paintings  and  am  glad,  for  that  one  reason,  that  circum- 
stances have  compelled  me  to  take  to  the  country — for  surely  the  green  mea- 
dows and  dense  forests, — nature,  in  one  word — a.rc  the  best  subjects  that 
could  be  desired  to  place  upon  the  stretched  canvass. 

It  all  happened  in  this  manner.  Of  course,  Love  had  a  hand  in  the  whole 
alfair.  I  was  in  love,  deeply  in  love  with  a  beautiful  young  maiden,  Con- 
stance Amcsworth.  She  was  quite  wealthy,  sweet,  and  vivacious,  and  was  as 
much  in  love  with  me  as  I  was  with  her.  We  were  together  as  much  as  my 
occupation  allowed,  and  sometimes  even  more  so,  for  she  would  often  sit  for 
me  for  hours  in  my  studio,  while  I  painted  her  divine  features. 

I  was  then  living  with  a  staunch  friend,  who  was  in  the  same  profession. 
We     occupied  a  two-story  brick  house  on  one  of  the  fashionable  streets  of 

.     Our  paintings  furnished  a  lucrative  sum  with  which  to  pay  rent  and 

at  the  same  time  store  away  for  a  rainy  day. 

My  portrayal  of  "The  Wooing  of  Felicity"  had  made  me  famous  through- 
out the  city.  The  a.rt  exhibit  of  the  year  had  awarded  it  the  first  prize,  and 
I  saw  the  signal  of  success  shining  brightly  in  the  distance.  After  that  it  was 
an  easy  matter  for  me  to  have  my  pictures  purchased.  Newspapers  aud 
magazines  clamored  after  my  work,  offering  me  fancy  prices  to  be  their 
artist.  But  I  had  to  refuse  all  offers  with  thanks.  I  did  not  need  to  stoop 
so  low  as  to  draw  pictures  for  newspapers,  etc.  My  brush  and  pallet  could 
be  put  to  better  use.     Orders  for  paintings  began  to  poux  in  from  the  refined 

folk  of and  I  soon  found  myself  working  under  pressure.     One  party 

wanted  a  painting  finished  for  this  wedding,  another  for  that  one,  and  still 
another  for  this  birthday. 

When  my  painting  became  famous  as  a  piece  of  great  coloring,  it  natur- 
ally followed  that  everyone  desired  to  make  my  acquaintance.  Many  were 
the  invitations  to  balls,  parties,  banquets  and  numerous  other  happenings. 
Most  of  these  I  declined  on  account  of  being  rushed  with  business  affairs,  but 
I  managed  to  find  enough  spare  time  to  attend  a  fancy  dress  ball  given  in 
honor  of  the  Mayor  of . 

The  scene  was  one  of  splendor  and  the  society  folk  which  gathered  were 
dazzling.  I  was  introduced  to  so  many  personages  that  I  could  scarcely 
remember  their  names,  but  one  party  I'll  never  forget,  Evelyn  Griswold,  the 
belle  of  the  season.  No  sooner  had  my  eyes  fallen  upon  her  than  I  felt  a 
pang  of  love  pierce  my  heart.  She  seemed  to  be  highly  interested  in  me  and 
dwelt  upon  the  subject  of  my  painting,  how  I  ever  conceived  such  a  won- 
derful picture  and  how  I  managed  to  blend  the  colors  so  beautifully.  I 
realized  that  she  was  an  art  fiend,  and  feeling  that  my  chance  was  at  hand, 
I  offered  her  my  arm  while  we  departed  to  a  desolate  corner  of  the  ball  room. 
I  told  her  the  history  of  the  painting  and  said  that  it  lacked  one  thing — that 
her  beautiful  features  should  have  been  on  the  canvass  instead  of  those  of 
Felicity.  She  seemed  delighted — all  flattery  makes  women  so.  She  drew 
nearer  to  me  while  I  took  her  soft  white  hand  and  held  it  to  my  lips.  She 
did  not  draw  it  away — she  was  under  a  spell.  I  filled  her  head  with  frivolous 
fancies  and  cooed  love  phrases  into  her  ea,rs.  She  returned  my  affections — she 
was  so  lovely.  My  power  of  tongue  must  have  been  as  great  as  my  dexterity 
with  the  brush,  for  e'er  the  evening  was  over  she  had  begged  me  to  corre- 
spond with  her  and  call  at  her  home.  How  could  I  refuse  such  a  rare  oppor- 
tunity, and  besides,  I  was  madly  in  love  with  the  girl. 

When  I  entered  my  studio  the  following  morning  a  sudden  feeling  of 
remorse  filled  my  heart.     I  considered  the  episode  of  the  previous  evening  as 
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a  farce.  Why  had  I  allowed  a  pretty  face,  that  I  was  sure  I  did  not  love  now, 
to  infatuate  me  and  vanquish  all  my  love  for  she,  my  queen — Constance.  I 
loved  her  as  only  a  true  lover  could,  but  during  the  brilliancy  of  the  ball  I 
had  forgotten  her  and  made  a  fool  of  myself  by  showing  my  fondness  for 
another.  Surely  it  would  break  her  dear  little  heart  if  she  should  find  out  that 
I  had  been  false  to  her,  even  for  a  few  hours.  I  repented  my  folly  now  and 
vowed  she  should  not  hear  of  it.  I  would  keep  it  a  secret  from  my  staunch 
friend,  for  one  cannot  trust  a  friend  with  such  a  secret. 

I  began  to  show  more  attention  to  Constance  after  that,  spending  three 
nights  a  week  at  her  home  and  one  with  Evelyn,  as  I  did  not  like  to  break 
my  word  to  her.  I  begged  her  to  forgive  my  inability  to  call  oftener,  as  my 
impressive  duties  needed  most  of  my  consideration.  During  my  visits  I 
always  avoided  topics  relating  to  love,  spending  my  time  upon  subjects  per- 
taining to  my  profession.  She,  on  the  other  hand,  seemed  desperately  in 
love  with  me.  Every  glance  of  hers  was  one  of  affection — her  eyes  just 
sparkled  with  it.  She  sighed  often  as  if  there  was  something  she  wished  to 
say  to  me,  but  could  not.  She  called  me  Geoffrey,  the  Mr.  having  been 
dropped  after  our  first  meeting.  Thus  a  year  passed  by.  Constance  knew 
naught  that  another  was  trying  to  outshine  her — Evelyn  suspected  that  my 
attentions  were  not  all  for  her.  She  began  to  grow  inquisitive  and  jealousy 
glistened  in  her  eyes. 

When  leap  year  set  in  I  tried  to  forget  her  entirely  and  dropped  her  a 
sho,rt  note  stating  that  my  orders  for  paintings  were  so  numerous  that  I  would 
be  kept  in  my  studio  and  would  be  unable  to  call  for  some  time,  so  she 
must  overlook  my  absence  and  not  think  it  caused  by  negligence. 

About  two  weeks  later  the  postman  thrust  a  highly  perfumed  letter  into 
my  hands.  The  handwriting  on  the  envelope  was  unfamiliar  to  me,  hence 
it  was  with  feverish  excitement  that  I  tore  open  the  epistle.  What  was  my 
consternation  to  find  a  small  note,  the  contents  of  which  read  as  follows: 

"In  the  solitude  of  my  room  I  pen  these  words  to  you:  I  have  loved  you, 
loved  you  faithfully,  and  now  I  ask  of  you  to  be  mine.  Do  not  say  "No!"  for 
such  an  answer  will  surely  kill  me;  but  say  "Yes"  and  make  me  the  happiest 

girl  in  the  city  of ." 

Leap  Year,  1904. 

P.  S.     If  you  can  the  writer  guess, 
Send  this  back  and  answer  "yes." 

I  knew  immediately  who  was  the  composer  of  that  missive.  I  chuckled 
to  myself  as  I  thought  of  how  many  weary  minutes,  yea  hours,  she  must  have 
practiced  to  disguise  her  handwriting.  I  knew  that  Evelyn  had  penned  it,  for, 
though  she  had  managed  to  disguise  the  writing,  she  had  forgotten  to  omit 
the  comma  at  the  end  of  each  line  of  the  address,  which  had  ever  been  a  habit 
of  hers. 

"Bah!"  I  exclaimed  as  I  threw  the  letter  into  the  waste  basket,  "some 
foolish  and  foolhardy  Leap  Year  prank.  I  thought  no  more  of  the  incident, 
and  never  answered  the  letter.  Constance's  birthday  was  near  at  hand  and 
I  had  enough  to  occupy  my  mind.  I  was  putting  all  my  spare  time  upon 
a  life  size  bust  painting  of  her,  having  copied  it  from  one  of  her  portraits. 
She  was  not  aware  of  what  was  in  store  for  her,  and  her  ignorance  of  the 
fact  made  my  task  even  more  of  a  pleasure. 
***************** 

'Twas  the  evening  before  her  birthday,  that  I  sat  within  my  studio  putting         / 
the  finishing  touches  to  the  picture.      It  was  a  perfect  likeness  of  her,  and        I 
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I  exulted  inwardly  as  I  gazed  upon  her  features  looking  out  to  me  from  the 
canvass.  On  the  morrow  I  would  bring  her  over  to  the  studio  to  gaze  upon 
herself.  How  pleased  she  would  be.  I  could  almost  imagine  I  saw  the  gleam 
of  joy  in  her  eyes. 

I  was  awakened  from  this  reverie  by  a  ring  on  my  door  bell.  Wondering 
who  my  visitor  could  be,  I  rushed  to  the  door  and  threw  it  open.  To  my 
surprise  Evelyn  Griswold  stood  at  the  threshold.  I  was  so  astonished  that  I 
knew  not  how  to  greet  her,  but  finally  I  blurted  out: 

"Why,  Evelyn,  you  are  indeed  a  stranger.  Pray  what  brings  you  here 
this  evening?"  and  I  pressed  her  extended  hand  gently  as  a  sign  of  good 
associationship. 

"Geoffrey,  dear,  you  know  I  cannot  live  without  you,  so  I  had  to  come, 
even  though  you  could  not  spare  the  time  to  come  to  me.  I  have  missed  you 
awfully  and  have  ever  thought  of  how  lonely  you  must  feel  in  your  studio 
with  no  one  to  keep  you  company  but  those  paintings.  My,  I  could  stand  it 
no  longer,  so  just  put  on  my  "duds"  and  here  I  am." 

By  this  time  we  had  entered  the  studio  and  I  had  relieved  her  of  her  hat 
and  coat.  I  never  saw  her  look  more  lovely  than  she  did  that  night.  She 
was  the  very  picture  of  health,  her  cheeks  were  as  red  as  a  blushing  rose 
and  her  lips  seemed  to  challenge  me  to  implant  a  kiss  upon  them.  I  had 
gone  so  far  as  that  in  my  early  passion,  but  now  we  were  estranged. 

"I  am  glad  you  came,  Evelyn,  for  I  do  feel  lonely  sometimes.  At  present 
I  am  extremely  busy  and  have  to  labor  evenings  to  finish  my  work.  The 
freshly  painted  piece  on  the  ease!  easily  testifies  to  how  I  am  pressed." 

She  turned  her  eyes  to  my  latest  effort  and  asked,  "Whose  portrait  is  it?" 

"Why,  'tis  the  picture  of  a  lady  friend  of  mine,  and  her  birthday  being 
to-morrow  I  had  to  finish  it."  As  I  spoke  her  face  assumed  a  crimson  hue. 
I  knew  that  jealousy  was  slowly  becoming  her  master.  We  sat  silent  for  a 
while  and  she  began: — 

"Geoffrey,  I  wrote  you  a  letter  a  few  days  ago  in  which  I  proposed  to 
be  your  wife.  I  have  loved  you  as  only  a  woman  can  love.  When  first  my 
eyes  beheld  you  I  felt  that  you  were  the  only  one  that  I  could  ever  love.  I 
have  been  true  to  you  and  have  come  to-night  to  learn  my  fate.  Have  you 
given  my  proposal  any  thought?" 

"Yes,  Evelyn,  I  have  given  it  serious  thought,  but  really — " 

"But  really  what?"  she  interrupted  impatiently. 

"Why,  I  am  already  engaged  to  the  one  whose  lineaments  are  on  that 
canvass." 

I  know  my  words  were  cruel,  that  they  cut  her  like  a  two-edged  knife, 
but  how  else  could  I  escape  the  predicament.  Evelyn  had  placed  her  hand- 
kerchief to  her  eyes  and  was  sobbing  vehemently.  Poor  girl!  I  felt  sorry 
for  her  and  went  to  her  to  try  to  soothe  her,  but  she  sprang  away  from  me 
as  though  I  had  tried  to  hurt  her. 

"Keep  your  hands  off  me,  vile  wretch!"  she  hissed  between  her  teeth  as 
she  retreated  to  a  corner  of  the  room.  She  glared  at  me  like  a  tiger  and  her 
face  had  become  crimson  with  anger.  She  was  becoming  desperate.  "Ah, 
Geoffrey,"  she  continued,  "I  never  knew  it  would  come  to  this;  I  never  knew 
that  you  were  faithless  to  me,  that  you  were  but  laying  a  snare  to  entrap 
my  infatuations  and  then  to  trade  me  off  for  another's  love.  I  suspected  that 
your  attentions  were  for  someone  else,  but  I  did  not  have  the  heart  to  accuse 
you.     I  loved  you  too  much  for  that." 

"Come,  Evelyn,  do  not  go  on  this  way,"  I  exclaimed  as  I  lit  a  cigar. 
"Calm  yourself,  you  are  excited;  wait  till  I  explain — " 
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"Explain!"  she  shrieked.  "Why  did  you  make  me  believe  that  you  loved 
me?  Why  have  you  torn  away  my  heart?  But  enough  of  this.  Geoffrey 
Lyons,  you  have  broken  one  woman's  heart,  but  you  shall  not  live  to  break 
another." 

There  was  a  glassy  stare  in  her  eyes — her  features  were  terrible.  I  knew 
that  desperation — yea,  jealousy,  had  unbalanced  her  mind,  that  she  was  be- 
coming mad.  She  tore  her  hair  and  moaned  piteously.  Before  I  was  aware 
of  it  she  had  whipped  out  a  tiny  revolver  from  her  pocket  and  had  pulled  the 
trigger.  There  was  a  report  and  a  puff  of  smoke.  I  know  not  what  fol- 
lowed. 


When  I  regained  consciousness  I  was  lying  on  a  lounge.  I  felt  an  awful 
pain  in  my  head  and  instinctively  raised  my  hand  to  my  forehead.  To  my 
astonishment  my  hand  came  in  contact  with  a  bandage  which  was  filled  with 
clotted  blood.  I  managed  to  raise  myself  on  my  elbow  and  looked  about 
me.  I  was  still  in  the  studio,  and  close  by  me  sat  my  artist  friend  watching 
me  attentively. 

"How  do  you  feel,  Geof?"  he  asked  as  I  met  his  gaze. 

"Oh,  fair-ly-well-but-where's-the-woman?" 

"Why,  I  had  her  removed  to  your  apartments.  I  was  sitting  in  my  room 
reading  when  I  heard  a  shot  which  seemed  to  come  from  your  studio,  so  I 
rushed  down,  wondering  what  was  up.  I  found  you  lying  on  the  floor,  the 
blood  streaming  from  your  head.  The  young  lady  had  swooned,  but  still 
held  the  pistol  in  her  hand.  I  realized  that  there  had  been  a  tragedy  and 
that  a  physician's  aid  would  do  you  some  good,  so  I  immediately  went  after 
one.  He  examined  you,  found  the  bullet  had  just  grazed  the  brain,  cutting 
an  oblique  furrow  and  passing  out  behind  the  left  ear!  Having  washed  your 
wound  and  bandaged  it,  we  laid  you  on  the  lounge  while  the  doctor  looked 
after  the  lady.  We  canned  her  to  your  apartments  and  the  physician  did  all 
in  his  power  to  revive  her,  but  could  not  for  over  an  hour.  Finally  he  suc- 
ceeded, but  the  poor  girl  is  a  mental  wreck.  The  doctor  thinks  she  has 
become  insane,  as  she  raves  awfully  about  you.  She  is  ever  calling  your 
name  and  imploring  God's  forgiveness.  Poor  thing  confesses  that  she  did 
not  mean  to  kill  you  and  all  such  ,rot.  We  tried  to  ease  her  mind  by  telling 
her  you  were  alive,  but  she  cannot  understand.  As  for  you,  Geoffrey,  I 
advise  you  to  leave  the  city  at  once,  for  Miss  Griswold  will  be  missed  at  her 
home  this  evening,  and  will  be  traced  to  your  apartments.  Nothing  but  a 
scandal  can  result.  To-morrow's  papers  will  be  full  of  glaring  accounts  of 
the  attempted  murder  by  the  girl  you  had  made  believe  you  loved.  The 
public's  sympathy  will  be  with  her  and  people  will  say  that  it  served  the  'great 
artist'  right,  that  she  was  attempting  a  noble  act  by  ridding  the  world  of  a 
base  lover.  You  can't  expect  any  compassion  from  them  and  your  life  here 
will  be  a  miserable  one.  So  take  my  advice  and  leave  here  until  the  affair 
has  quieted  down,  and  then  return  and  try  to  live  a  life  of  retribution.  If 
you  agree  to  follow  my  advice  I  will  have  a  cab  here  in  a  jiffy  to  convey  you 
to  the  country  and  no  one  need  know  where  Geoffrey  Lyons  has  gone  to." 

Though  my  head  seemed  to  be  splitting  with  pain,  I  listened  to  my 
friend's  proposal,  and  after  due  consideration  determined  it  was  my  only 
escape.  I  consented  and  an  hour  later  my  necessary  articles  and  painting 
outfit  were  stored  away  in  the  cab.  I  was  so  weak  from  loss  of  blood  that 
my  friend  had  to  support  me  to  the  vehicle.  I  thanked  him  heartily  for  his 
kindness  to  me  and  gave  him  my  last  command: — 
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"Take  the  picture  to  Constance  with  my  compliments;  explain  to  her  the 
whole  affair,  and  try  to  smooth  over  matters  for  me." 

He  wrung  my  hand  as  a  token  of  his  sincerity  and  we  bade  each  other 
a  long  farewell.  I 

My  wound  is  now  entirely  healed  and  I  am  enjoying  the  fresh  aLr  of  the 
country,  and,  as  I  stated  before,  am  not  sorry  that  circumstances  have  forced 
me  to  leave  the  city.  My  friend's  judgment  was  sound,  for  the  papers  of  the 
morning  after  the  attempted  tragedy  termed  the  affair  a  scandal,  and  it  is 
needless  to  state  that  it  created  a  sensation.  Miss  Griswold  recovered  her 
sanity,  but  has  become  a  recluse  from  society.  Constance  was  much  pleased 
with  her  portrait,  but  has  broken  off  our  engagement  until  I  can  explain  the 
situation  satisfactorily  to  her.  This  I  expect  to  do,  but  it  will  take  a  few 
months  before  I  can  summon  up  enough  nerve  to  prostrate  myself  at  her 
feet  and  beg  her  mercy,  but  I  feel  sure  that  Geoffrey  Lyons  will  win  and 
prove  true  to  her  if  she  will  but  give  him  half  a  chance. 


THE  MAN  WITH  THE  HOE. 

(A  Modern  Version  of  Edwin  Markham's  Famous  Poem.) 

BERNARD  OSTROLENK,  '06. 


Who  is  it  that  cares  not  for  creeds. 
And  plants  in  springtime,  tiny  seeds, 
And  fights  the  battle  with  the  weeds? 
The  man  with  the  hoe! 

Who  claims  "Bedelia"  as  his  song, 
And  judges  what  is  .right  and  wrong, 
And  mixes  mortar  all  day  long? 
The  man  with  the  hoe! 

Who  wishes  to  be  understood, 
And  vows  that  "Grape  Nuts"  are  no  good, 
That  "Force"  is  worse  than  sawed-up  wood? 
The  man  with  the  H.  O. 

Who  drives  his  horses  through  the  streets, 
And  to  every  copper  bows  and  greets, 
But  stops  short  when  a  trolley  meets? 
The  man  with  the  whoa  (ho)! 


HELD  FOR  RANSOn. 

ABE  MILLER,  'ofj. 


On  a  trip  last  summer  from  the  northern  part  of  Louisiana  tt>  southern 
Texas,  I  had  for  a  cabin  mate  a  man  named  Bellville,  a  native  of  Mexico,  tall, 
lean,  muscular  and  about  forty-five  years  of  age.  His  face  was  intelligent 
and  serious,  but  good  natured,  his  manners  were  simple  and  friendly,  but  had 
native  dignity  and  self-possession.  He  gave  me  some  insight  into  his  history, 
and  a  more  adventurous  one  I  have  never  heard. 

I  will  relate  here  one  of  his  stirring  episodes.     In  the  spring  of  1888  Mr. 
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Bellville  was  in  Mexico  seeking  for  gold.  There  he  was  not  successful,  but 
obtained  knowledge  of  a  legend  about  a  large  treasure  concealed  on  the  coast 
of  the  Lower  Gulf  of  California.  An  elderly  Mexican  with  whom  he  had 
become  friendly  gave  him  a  rough  map  of  the  place.  He  then  bought  mules 
and  hired  a  guide  and  set  out  on  his  perilous  journey.  The  distance  to  the 
coast  by  an  air  line  was  about  four  hundred  miles,  but  the  rough  roads  made 
it  seem  about  six  hundred.  Bellville  arrived  in  the  early  part  of  October  with 
two  mules  and  one  guide.  Death  or  desertion  accounted  for  the  rest.  The 
point  where  he  arrived  was  poorly  settled.  -»Here  he  rested  and  made  cautious 
inquiries.  He  soon  found  out  it  was  impossible  to  reach  his  destination  by 
mules.  He  then  sold  his  team  and  bought  a  fishing  smack  and  hired  an 
Indian.  He  knew  how  to  handle  a  boat,  and  wished  to  keep  all  knowledge 
of  his  enterprise  as  much  as  possible  to  himself.  On  the  second  day  of  the 
voyage  the  Indian,  while  getting  water  to  prepare  breakfast,  fell  overboard. 
A  shark  seized  the  poor  creature  and  left  Bellville  alone.  He  asked  himself 
whether  he  should  go  on  or  return?  Bellville  decided  to  go  on.  The  boat 
was  easy  to  manage,  the  weather  was  fine  and  the  adventure  was  delightful. 
Toward  sunset,  being  then  but  a  few  miles  off  shore,  he  saw  something  which 
caused  him  to  put  up  the  sail  and  go  eastward.  Bellville  brought  the  boat 
before  the  wind,  deciding  to  run  inshore,  but  at  that  juncture  the  wind  died 
away,  and  returned  in  light  puffs  from  various  directions  and  dropped  into 
a  dead  calm.  Then,  with  an  abruptness  that  took  the  lone  mariner  by  sur- 
prise, a  black  and  furious  storm  burst  upon  him.  Before  he  could  lower  his 
sail  it  was  torn  out  of  the  bolt  ropes,  and  he  was  drifting  helplessly  before 
the  wind. 

On  the  evening  of  the  next  day  the  sky  cleared,  and  Bellville  saw  land  to 
the  westward.  This  could  only  be  the  peninsula  of  Lower  California,  one  of 
the  least  known  and  least  inhabited  parts  of  America.  So  far  as  nature  was 
concerned,  the  place  could  hardly  have  been  more  beautiful.  The  rocks  which 
formed  the  gateway  of  the  inlet,  facing  one  another  at  a  distance  of  not  more 
than  two  hundred  feet,  receded  in  a  circular  sweep,  forming  a  miniature 
harbor  of  two  or  three  acres  in  area.  A  cry  caused  Bellville  to  look  upward, 
and  not  far  from  where  he  stood  he  saw  two  human  figures  engaged  in  a 
desperate  struggle  with  each  other.  They  were  clinched  and  their  turnings 
and  twistings  were  so  rapid  that  it  seemed  he  could  not  see  their  faces,  but 
both  seemed  to  be  armed  with  knives.  Suddenly  a  piercing  shriek  came  from 
one  of  them,  and  the  grasp  of  the  other  relaxed;  but  the  latter's  victory  came 
too  late;  he  overbalanced  himself,  and  still  intertwined  the  two  fell  into  the 
water.  Bellville  went  to  the  scene  of  the  deadly  struggle,  and  after  a  few 
minutes'  search  he  discovered  a  bag  filled  with  paper,  and,  looking  them  over 
carefully,  he  found  a  red  note  rolled  up,  in  the  corner  of  the  bag.  When  he 
read  the  paper  it  gave  him  a  clue  to  the  cave  where  these  men  came  from. 

Bellville  did  not  hesitate  a  moment,  but  at  once  started  for  the  cave. 
After  searching  about  twenty-five  feet  of  the  cave,  Bellville  decided  to 
announce  himself  rather  than  await  to  be  accosted,  so  he  raised  his  rifle  to  fire 
in  the  air.  But  something  caused  him  to  lower  it  hurriedly,  and  he  stood 
amazed,  almost  doubting  his  own  ears.  It  was  a  woman's  voice  singing  a  song 
as  if  she  was  testing  her  voice.  Walking  slowly,  trying  to  trace  the  voice, 
a  sparkling  piece  of  glass  attracted  his  attention  and  caused  him  to  stoop  for 
it,  but  as  soon  as  he  touched  it  a  trap  was  sprung  and  a  door  flew  open, 
revealing  an  underground  passage.  Looking,  he  saw  a  woman's  face.  At 
the  first  sound  of  his  voice  the  figure  stirred;  she  gave  a  quick  §tart,  then 
raised  herself  to  her  knees.     Bellville  entered  the  passageway,  and  told  her  his 
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story  of  the  two  men  whom  he  saw  drown  an  hour  ago.  She  cried  out 
aloud:  "Are  they  surely  dead?  Oh,  this  is  such  joyful  news.  You  have 
come  to  save  us,  and  who  sent  you  here?"  the  woman  asked  in  a  loud  tone. 
Then  the  woman  threw  her  arms  around  Bellville's  neck,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes. 

"For  one  long  year  I  have  been  down  here,  separated  from  one  whom 
whom  I  love,  who  is  only  three  feet  away  in  another  secret  passage.  Those 
men  whom  you  saw  had  captured  us  while  on  our  wedding  trip  and  brought 
us  here  and  kept  us  in  the  hope  of  -receiving  a  large  ransome." 

Following  her  directions  he  managed  by  hard  work  to  get  her  husband 
to  her.  When  they  met  they  grasped  each  other  and  sobbed  with  joy  and 
thankfulness.  As  the  night  deepened  and  the  light  of  the  day  wore  away  she 
came  close  to  her  beloved  and  drew  her  head  to  his  shoulder  and  held  him 
in  her  arms.  When  morning  came  Bellville  directed  them  to  the  nearest 
town,  and  continud  his  search  for  gold. 


FAREWELL   TO   THE   CAflPUS. 


At  last  we  have  been  overcome  on  the  gridiron,  but  Krauskopf  Field  has 
borne  the  defeat  bravely.  Our  conqueror  was  none  other  than  the  sulky  plow, 
that  wonderful  implement  that  has  done  so  much  for  agriculture.  The  defeat 
occurred  about  the  middle  of  April,  the  plow  seeming  to  have  had  an  easy 
victory,  for  it  did  not  leave  a  thing  unturned.  We  greatly  mourn  our  loss, 
but  perhaps  it  is  for  the  best,  as  Dr.  Washburn  has  decided  to  turn  the  land 
into  the  horticultural  gardens.  Thus,  on  the  field  where  flies  were  raised  last 
baseball  season,  truck  will  be  raised.  Nevertheless  'tis  a  noble  way  in  keep- 
ing green  the  victories  of  the  famed  gridiron. 


SENIOR    HAPPENINGS. 
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As  yet  nothing  has  been  made  public  in  regard  to  the  graduating  exer- 
cises; nevertheless  the  Seniors  are  busy  preparing  for  the  event.  The  theses 
subjects  are  as  follows: — 

The  Modern  Farmer  as  I  Know  Him E.  I.  Lee 

Bacteriology  of  Milk J.  Taubenhaus 

Agriculture  of  Yesterday  and  To-day B.  Zalinger 

Increasing  and  Maintaining  the  Fertility  of  the  Soil M.  Malish 

The  Progress  of  Animal  and  Plant  Breeding A.  Monblatt 

The  Class  Day  program  is  as  follows: — 

Salutatory  A.  Monblatt 

Class  History E.  I.  Lee 

Class  Prophecy  M.  Malish 

Valedictory   B.   Zalinger 

Class  Poem  E.  I.  Lee 

Class  Statistics   J.  Taubenhaus 

Presentation  of  Hoe M.  Malish 

Response    

Talk  to  Undergraduates A.   Monblatt 

Class  Analysis  J.  Taubenhaus 

Rogues'  Gallery  E.  I.  Lee 

Last  Will  and  Testament  of  Class  1904 ". M.  Malish 

Presentations  to  Class B.  Zalinger. 
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EDITORIALS 


GRATITUDE. 

In  this  modern  age  it  is  a  difficult  matter  to  meet  people  who  are  grateful 
for  what  others  have  done  for  them,  and  when  such  a  case  does  happen  we 
believe  it  would  be  a  wise  plan  to  jot  it  down  in  the  page  of  uncommon 
occurrences. 

This  brings  to  my  mind  an  incident  that  happened  during  the  Baltimore 
fire  and  is  one  case  out  of  perhaps  a  thousand  in  which  the  gratitude  of  one 
man  asserted  itself  in  the  eyes  of  his  benefactor. 

A  rich  lumberman  seeing  that  the  conflagration  was  nearing  his  plant, 
which,  by  the  way,  was  valued  at  about  two  million  dollars,  offered  a  thousand 
dollars'  reward  to  any  man  who  could  bring  him  enough  hose  with  which  to 
fight  the  flames  and  keep  them  from  burning  up  his  property.  Out  of  the 
crowd  stepped  forth  an  old  man,  bent  with  the  weight  of  years,  and  volun- 
teered his  services.  A  few  minutes  later  he  returned  with  the  necessary  hose, 
and  the  lumberman  inquired  his  name  and  address,  that  he  might  send  him 
the  check  for  the  money  the  following  day.  Imagine  his  consternation  when 
the  old  man  replied:  "You  done  me  a  favor  years  ago  and  this  is  the  first 
chance  that  I  have  had  to  reciprocate,"  and  he  walked  away. 

This  is  the  spirit  of  true  gratitude.  Would  that  every  human  being  were 
the  type  of  this  old  man  and  would  not  forget  a  kind  deed  that  has  been  per- 
formed for  him  when  he  was  in  his  hour  of  need.  It  has  been  truthfully  said, 
the  easiest  way  to  make  enemies  is  to  loan  money  to  friends. 


The  June  issue  of  the  The  Gleaner  will  be  the  graduation  number  and 
will  appear  a  little  later  than  usual. 


Softly  over  the  hilltops  of  time  come  the  chimes  of  the  Angelus  of  duty. 
Too  well  we  know  the  meaning  of  that  sound.  Each  peal  warns  us  of  that 
approaching  eventful  day  when  five  stalwart  youths  will  receive  their  sheep- 
skins as  a  reward  for  faithful  work  accomplished  during  four  years  of  study. 
It  also  tells  us  of  the  time  when  they  must  bid  adieu  to  cherished  scenes  and 
long-loved  friends  and  companions. 
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Dr.  Washburn. — "Eisenstein,  I  believe  I  owe  you  fifty  cents." 
Eisenstein,  '05  (innocently). — "Why?" 

Dr.  Washburn. — "I  read  your  paper  on  Agricultural  Mechanics  and  it 
was  as  good  as  going  to  Keith's." 

Anderson  has  always  claimed  that  his  surname  is  very  uncommon.  We 
do  not  agree  with  him,  for  in  this  modern  age  they  are  even  naming  the 
graphophones  "Victor." 

Ostrolenk,  '06. — "Why  do  they  call  you  "lady?" 
Ratner,  '06. — "That's  only  a  misnomer." 

Serber,  '05  (in  chemistry). — "Platinum,  when  placed  in  water,  goes  down, 
therefore  it  sinks." 

Zalinger,  '04  (who  has  been  perusing,  the  pink  sheet  of  the  Chicago 
Tribune). — "I  see  that  they  are  going  to  weigh  the  jockeys  on  window  blinds 
hereafter." 

Monblatt,  '04. — "Yes,  that  will  make  them  3  shade  lighter." 

Neustadt,  '06. — "A  balloonist  would  make  an  excellent  baseball  pitcher." 

Feinberg,  '07. — "I  don't  see  why." 

Neustadt,  '06. — "Just  think  of  the  drop  he  has." 

When  Doc  Roose  visits  the  polls. 

He  does  not  care  an  iota 
What  people  think  'bout  he  and  his  dog, 

As  independent  voters. 

Miller,  '07. — "What  was  the  object  of  spreading  fertilizer  on  the  baseball 
diamond  this  spring?" 

Shaw,  '05. — "So  that  we  can  raise  enough  material  for  next  year." 

Doc.  Washburn  (in  Fodders). — "What  do  you  know  about  Katabolism?" 
Taubenhaus,  '04. — "I  guess  she's  the  sister  of  Anabolism." 

Monblatt,  '04. — "I  wonder  if  these  jerseys  will  wash.  The  colors  ought 
to  be  fast." 

Lee,  '04. — "But  you  fail  to  realize  that  we  purchased  them  in  Philadelphia." 

Soph. — "I  wonder  why  they  don't  change  the  name  of  physician  to  over- 
taker." 

Fresh. — "What  would  be  the  advantage  of  that?" 

Soph. — "Why,  don't  they  generally  precede  the  undertakers?'" 
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This  cover  of  The  Gleaner  is  dedicated  to  Brown,  the  next  one  may  be 
in  Green's  honor. 
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JACOB  RATNER,    '05,   EDITOR. 


There  will  be  no  exchange  column  next  month,  and  we  take  the  liberty 
with  the  present  issue  for  the  last  time  this  term  to  thank  all  papers  for  ex- 
changing with  us,  and  we  hope  not  to  miss  you  when  you  resume  your  pub- 
lications next  term.  A  feeling  of  loneliness  comes  over  us  as  we  write  these 
parting  words  to  our  friends  who  have  given  us  kindly  suggestions  and  the 
benefit  of  reading  their  material,  out  of  which  we  get  some  good. 

I  wish  the  next  editor  of  this  department  success,  and  hope  that  he  will 
continue  the  friendship  with  all  our  exchanges. 

The  list  of  our  exchanges  during  the  whole  term  amounted  to  about  sixty, 
more  or  less,  representing  many  schools  and  colleges  in  the  United  States. 
We  also  had  a  monthly  representative  of  Canada  in  the  Acadia  Athenaeum, 
coming  from  Nova  Scotia,  which  always  appears  on  time,  and  containing 
material  that  well  tells  the  standard  of  the  college  it  represents.  Another 
paper  which  ranks  as  high  as  the  last  mentioned  is  the  Susquehanna,  which 
has  helped  to  make  our  exchange  list  rich  in  literary  material. 

Next  in  rank  comes  the  Latin  and  High  School  Review,  wh;ch  was  always 
wide  awake  and  containing  many  stories  for  the  reader  to  pick  from.  It's 
main  trouble  all  through  the  te.rm  seemed  to  be  the  filling  of  the  Class  and 
Club  department. 

The  Mirror,  from  Central  High  School,  of  Philadelphia,  has  been  received 
by  us  only  for  the  first  few  months,  and  then  it  deserted  us  for  unknown 
reasons  which  we  are  unable  to  imagine,  but  nevertheless  we  have  not  missed 
it  very  much,  as  papers  of  better  quality  have  filled  its  place  on  our  table. 

Reading,  Pa.,  the  place  where  the  Red  and  Black  is  published,  ought  to 
be  proud  to  possess  such  a  publication.  The  paper  includes  lots  of  literary 
material  rich  in  quality.  It  has  always  been  welcome  and  we  were  always 
anxious  to  receive  it  in  order  to  read  its  well  written  material. 

The  Mirror  from  the  Manual  Training  School  of  Indianapolis,  Ind.,  is  a 
new  exchange  that  we  received  this  month.  It  is  a  very  poor  type  of  a  High 
School  paper,  especially  in  the  poetry  it  contains,  which  shows  very  poor  con- 
struction.    The  type  is  too  large  and  too  much  space  is  devoted  to  athletics. 

The  Corona,  published  by  Bridgeton  High  School,  Maine,  has  improved 
wonderfully  during  the  last  month.  Better  and  more  material  is  to  be  found 
on  its  pages. 

The  Ilakawinn  and  Irving  Echoes  are  the  best  papers  that  we  receive 
from  the  west.     Both  contain  good  cuts  and  stories  of  good  quality. 


Boy. — "I  wish  a  lion  would  eat  me  up." 
Mother. — "Why,  Johnnie?" 

Boy. — "Oh,  it  would  be  such  a  joke  on  the  lion.     When  he  was  thinking 
I  was  in  his  stomach,  I  would  be  in  heaven." — Ex. 


The  election  for  the  new  Gleaner  staff  occurred  on  May  1.    The  result 
of  the  election  will  be  published  in  the  June  issue. 
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S$    Class  and  Club    & 


R.    KYSEXA,    '05,    EDITOR. 


With  much  regret  do  I  write  these  few  lines,  which  are  to  end  my  ca-reer 
as  Class  and  Club  Editor.  It  gave  me  great  pleasure  each  month  to  record 
the  doings  of  the  various  classes  and  societies,  and  I  shall  now  retire  quite 
content  that  I  have  done  all  in  my  power  to  do  justice  to  the  department. 
Success  and  best  wishes  to  my  successor. 

The  Magnus  Quinque  shall  in  a  short  time  change  its  meeting  quarters. 
M,r.  Norvick,  one  of  its  most  active  members,  has  had  the  good  fortune  of 
having  entrusted  to  him  by  the  Board  of  Directors  of  our  school,  one  of  the 
beautiful  newly  purchased  Schoenfield  Memorial  Farms.  On  the  farm  stands 
a  spacious  colonial  dwelling  house,  one  of  the  rooms  of  which  will  be  reserved 
as  a  sanctuary  of  Magnus  Quinque.  Here  the  summer  evenings  will  be  spent 
on  the  cool  porch;  and  the  winters  before  a  crackling  open  fire,  with  which 
the  reserve  room  is  blessed.  All  in  all,  we  shall  find  the  old  bachelor  resi- 
dence of  one  of  our  staunchest  members  a  jolly  old  place  to  hold  meetings  in. 

The  Freshman  Class  is  gradually  increasing  in  numbers.  Recently  two 
new  members  in  the  persons  of  Mr.  Harry  Frank,  of  Mississippi,  and  Mr. 
Harry  Feinblatt,  of  Philadelphia,  were  added.  The  meetings  of  the  Freshman 
organization  are  now  being  held  monthly,  in  order  to  give  time  for  good 
literary  programs. 
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MORPHEUS  CANQUE  NOTES. 

The  Morpheus  Sanctua,ry,  which  was  destroyed  by  fire  several  weeks  ago, 
is  now  being  rebuilt.  The  building  will  be  greatly  improved  and  many  new 
improvements  and  new  equipments  will  be  added  in  the  Initiation  Hall.  As 
the  applications  for  membership  are  coming  in  steadily  in  large  numbers, 
it  became  necessary  to  rig  up  a  temporary  sanctuary  in  order  that  the  initia- 
tions might  not  be  interrupted. 

Max  Morris,  '05,  was  initiated  in  the  temporary  sanctuary  on  Saturday, 
April  2nd,  at  11.49  P-  M.  He  went  through  the  many  tests  of  courage  and 
endurance  manfully,  and  our  "Goat"  friend  found  him  a  hard  proposition  to 
butt  up  against.  Mr.  Morris  accomplished  the  unusual  feat  of  passing  through 
three  degrees  on  the  same  night.     He  is  to  be  congratulated  on  his  nerve. 

The  initiation  was  followed  by  a  banquet,  which  Morris  was,  unfortunately, 
unable  to  attend,  as  he  was  laid  up  on  the  billiard  table  (at  40  cents  per  hour). 

The  following  toasts  were  responded  to: — 

The  Morpheus  Canque Grand  Recorder  Raken 

Our  New  Members Keeper  of  the  Souls  Goldman 

The  Farm  School  Members High  Priest  Rose 

The  Chicago  Chapter Illustrious  Herald  Nelson 

Our  Absent  Brothers Imperial  Potentate  Serber 

The  Billy  Goat Oriental  Guide  McMaster 

The  speeches  were  interrupted  by  the  frequent  calls  to  pass  the  water  to 
the  Grand  Recorder.  We  were  going  on  with  the  usual  custom  of  having  each 
member  spin  a  yarn,  but  Nelson  insisted  on  singing  "Bedelia,"  so  we  had  to 
adjourn. 
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Successor  to  F.  E-  Worthington  &  Son 

Dealerln  re  AD  Y=HADE  CLOTHING 

For  Men,  Boys  and  Children 

Bicycles  and  Sewing  Machines  Cor.  Ashland  and  Clinton  Sts.,  Doylestown,  Pa. 


Hats  and  Caps,  Boots  and 
Shoes,  Famishing  Goods 


ARE  THE 
THAT  CAN 


BE  GROWN 


If  you  want  the  choicest  vegetables  or  most  beautiful 
flowers  you  should  read  BURPEE'S  FARM  ANNUAL  FOR  1904,-so  well  known 
as  the  "  Leading  American  Seed  Catalogue."  It  is  mailed  FREE  to  all.  Better  send  your 
address  TO-DAY.  W.  ATLEE  BURPEE  (&  CO.,  PHILADELPHIA. 

mm 


HARRV  FLUCK 


DOYLESTOiniN 


¥=>7Z.- 


JAMES  BARRETT 

— DEALER   IN— 

.HARDWARE.. 

Paints,  Glass,  &c. 

Cor-  Main  and  Ashland  Streets 
DOYLESTOWN,  PA. 


EEISERG  i  R-  L-  clymer... 


rtaker 

746  Franklin  Street,        Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Atlantic  City  Branch,  1524  Pacific  Ave. 

R.  W.  LiiVezey 


Dpaggist 


Hart  Building 


Doylestown,  Pa. 


DEALER    IN 


DRY  GOODS,  GROCERIES,  NOTIONS 
AND  GENERAL  MERCHANDISE 

0pD^ot R'  Doylestown,  Pa. 

Rosenberger  Bros. 

Hay  and  Straw,  Coal,   Flour,    Feed,   Hay,  Etc 

COLMAR,  non't.  Co.,  Pa 

Main  Office,  Doylestown,  Pa 


You'll  Get  It 

You'll  get  a    neat    job  of    Printing,  and    a 
tasteful,  effective,  modern,  stylish  and  inexpen- 
sive one,  if  you  place  the  order  with  us. 

We  do  one  thing— we  print;  and  we  do  that  so  well 
that  pleased  patrons  keep  us  busy.  Big  jobs  or  small  ones— 
they  "  all  look  alike  "  to  us. 

REPUBLICAN  PRINTING  CO.,  Doylestown,  Pa. 

When  patronizing  advertisers  mention  "The  Gleaner." 
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Our  75c  and  $1  Shirts  Have  No  Equal. 

v-iJ7i/\.o»    ivrtillNvjiiJUt      outfitter 

North  East  Cor.  Fifth  &.nd  South  Streets,  Philada. 

Base  Ball  Goods  Basket  Ball  Goods,  etc. 

GENERAL  ATHLETIC  FITTERS, 

Marshall  E.  Smith  &  Brother, 

25  SOUTH  EIGHTH  STREET,  PHILADELPHIA. 

ESTABLISHED    1873 

In  team  outfitting  or  individual  sales  our  aim  is  to  keep  our  promises  and  treat  our 
customers  so  well  that  they'll  want  to  come  back — and  they  do. 

Complete    lines    of    "Spalding"    and    "Reach"    Ooods. 

Qirard  Fire  &  Marine  Insurance  Co. 

.    .    .    NORTH  EAST  CORNER  SEVENTH  &  CHESTNUT  ST.    .    . 
.    .    .    PHILADELPHIA.  PHILADELPHIA.    .     .    . 


& 


& 


0 


0 


& 


Assets  over  $2,000,000 


Fire  Insurance  at 
Lowest  Rates. 


SOLOHON  SCHEER, 

Shoemaker. 


Main  Street 
Near  State 


Repairing  Neatly  Done 

DOYLESTOWN 


WILLIAM  C.  (RYAN 
Attorney  at  Law 
(DOYLESTOWN,  (PA 


Clay's  Studio 

R HOTOGR AR H S 
Copying  and  Hiniatures 

Enlarging  in  all  Grades 


Pictures 

Framed 


Taylor  Building 
) 


Near  Corner  Main 
and  West  State 


Doylestown 


When  patronizing  advertisers  mention  "The  Gleaner." 
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IVINS,   DEITZ  &  flAGEE, 

Carpets  and  Rugs 


C 


The  Largest  Exclusive  Carpet 
House  in  Pennsvlvania. 


1220-1222  Harket  Street,  Philadelphia. 


...CRAVEN... 


LANDSCAPE  AND 


PORTRAIT  ARTIST. 


OLD  PICTURES  ENLARGED, 
Cabinet  Photos  a  Specialty- 
All  kinds  Picture  Frames  Made  to  order. 

Cor.  State  and  Clinton  Streets, 
DOTLESTOWJi,  PA. 


No  Danger  of  Contagion 

SatSc  Shaving  Parlor 

\i  i  ante  a,  Doftioi  Po 

Opposite  Hotel  Pollock: 

All  Razors,  Combs  and  Brushes  are 
thoroughly  sterilized    before   using. 

Residence  Attention 
F.  MCFARLAND,  manager 


sMCOA^&soi/msrs^      P/f/LA. 


For    DRAWING   INSTRUMENTS 

and  all  kinds 
DRAWING  and  PAINTING  MATERIALS 

apply  to 

F.  WEBER  &  CO. 

1 125  Chestnut  St.,  Philada. 

S.  freidberger... 

210  N.  Broad  St. 
PHILADELPHIA,  PENNA. 

B.  FINBERG, 
Real  Estate  BROKER 

318  South  Fourth  St., 

PHILADELPHIA. 


Doylestown 

Hand    Laundry 

A.  F.  Dieterich,  Agent. 

All  work  promptly  attended  to. 

SaraK  A   Huber 

Wholesaler  and  Retailer  of  Winey, 
Whiskies  and  Brandies  .     . 

Mushroom  Grower 
ALLEN  H.  HEIST,  manager. 

Main  street,  Doylestown,  Pa 
M.  K.  DUNGAN 

Pan  er  and  Paper  Decor aor 

45=47  West  State  Street 

Doylestown,  Pa. 


When  patronizing  advertisers   mention  "The  Gleaner." 
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I  I  F  Cirav29SouthiithStf 

**•      "     •     ^*'  **J  Near  Chestnut  Street 


PHILADELPHIA,   PA    * 


HEADQUARTERS   FOR  2| 

A.  G.  Spalding  #  Bro\  Trade  Mark  Athletic  and  Golf  Good/     <j* 

t    _I It 


t 
t 

I 


LUMBER 


MILL  WORK 
and  COAL 


ROTZEL  St  RH1KE 

3n£BST  STKTB  ST.,   NBKR  CLINTON 

DOYLESTOWN,    F»7S. 


It 


^ 

$ 

« 
♦ 


«> 


For  Sale  at  All  5oda 
Fountains 


?♦  Pulaski  $  go. 
Art  Stores 

fiaye  Removed  to 

924  CDestnut  Stmt 
Philadelphia        -        Pentta. 

Branch 

170$  Columbia  floe. 


ESTABLISHED   1837 


The  Great  "BAILEY'S  PURE  RYE" 

HUEY    &    CHRIST,    1209  Harket    St.,   Philadelphia 


4b         A.  S.  HELLYER'S  &  SONS 

MERCHANTS 


I 


DOYLESTOWX, 


PA. 


Ladles'  and  Children's   Wear,  Dry 
Goods,  Groceries,   Shoes,  Xotious,  Etc 


HARRIS  HASTER 

Denier  in  all  kiuds  of 


It 
It 


It 


Sewing  Machines,   Musical  Instruments, 

Safes,  Pianos  and  Phonographs  J? 

5*5  SOUTH  SIXTH  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA,  PA 


»?$**#$$$$$*$**$$$$«$$*$?$$$*$$$$$?$$$$$ 


»A  Atfc  AtA  AtA  rft  tVi  flft  frtft  frtft  rf-f*  fft  JVt  ffi  ^  flftfr  rfii  'tffft  tff&tffti 


J  44]yri/^pM       PAINTS,    STAINS    ENAMELS,    WOOD  FILLER 


AND  VARNISHES. 
.  .HIGHEST  QUALITY  ALWAYS.'. 


^8    Illustrated  Catalogues  and  Color  Cards  mailed  on  Request. 

M  EUGENE   E.  NICE.  '"-» ^"»«?.3Bff,.  ... 


Gutekunst 

PORTRAITS 


The     Criterion  Everywhere 

STUDIOS  BRANCH  OF 

Broad  and  Columbia  Avenue  712  Arch  Street. 

Students  Rates 


E.  H.  Bisckninn  &  Go. 


Lumber,    Coal    and  Mill  Work. 
ESTIMATES  FURNISHED. 

D.   KLEIN  &  BRO. 
Merchant    Tailors 

Makers  of  Uniforms 

CADET  UNIFORMS  631  Walnut  St. 

A  Specialty  Philadelphia 

Write  for  Samples,  Catalogues  and  Prices 

SAMUEL  W.  GOODMAN'S 

PRINTING 

^=» House 


116  North  Third  St.,  Philadelphia 

Established  1865  Telephone 


WISMER'S 

STEAn  LAUNDRY 

DOYELSTOWN,  PA. 

Satisfaction  guaranteed. 
Give  us  a  trial  order. 

JOHN  DONNELLY 

Stoves  and  Ranges. 

Steam,  Hot  Water  and  Hot  Air  Heating 
Roofing  and  Spouting 


• 


DOYLESTOWN 


PENNA. 


MARTIN  HULSHIZER 
Druggist 
COR.   MAIN  AND    STATE  STS. 

DOYLESTOWN,   Pa. 


7*?"  ^T  ^*?  7*7  7*7  7B^  7*F  ?<y  VSF  <«?  ?*f  ?4^  V*?  V*y  ^SF  Y*?  7*?  74?  * 

Press  of  the  Westbrook  Publishing  Co.,  1215  Filbert  St.,  Philadelphia 
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